40   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

years of meditation and calculation. One still comes
upon one of his pamphlets occasionally on the old
bookstalls. Monsieur Mathalene was full of zeal
for the happiness of mankind, whom he terrified by
his dreadful ugliness. The only exceptions to his
universal love were the astronomers, whom he
suspected of the blackest designs on himself. He
imagined that they wanted to poison him, and
insisted on preparing his own food as much out of
prudence as on account of his poverty."

Thus in the empty rooms, like Ulysses in the
land of the Cimmerii, did Monsieur Bergeret evoke
the shades. For a moment he remained sunk in
thought; then he said :

" Zoe, it must be one of two things ; either in
the days of our childhood there were more maniacs
about than there are now, or our father befriended
more than his fair share. I think he must have
liked them. Pity probably drew him to them, or
maybe he found them less tedious than other people ;
anyhow, he had a great following of them."

Mademoiselle Bergeret shook her head.

" Our parents used to receive very sensible and
deserving people. I should say rather that the
harmless peculiarities of some old people impressed
you, and that you have retained a vivid memory of
them."

" Zoe, make no mistake ; we were both brought